II.

Here wealth still swells the golden tide,

As busy trade his labours plies ;
There architecture's noble pride

Bids elegance and splendor rise ;
Here justice, from her native skiess

High wields her balance and her rod;
There learning, with his eagle eyes3

Seeks science in her coy abode*

IIL

Thy Sonsg EDINA, social, kind,

With open arms the stranger hail;
Their views enlarged, their lib'ral mind,

Above the narrow, rural vale;
Attentive still to sorrow's wails

Or modest merit's silent claim;
And never may their sources fail!

And never envy blot their aame!

IV

Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn I

Gay as the gilded summer sky?
Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn,

Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy;

Fair